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har's cell being in an outer block we were permitted
to go there. Raja had never been in the vicinity of
a jail before and this was his first visit. The Dehra
Dun Jail is not half as formidable as some other
jails I have known, but to one who has never been
near an Indian prison even the Dehra Dun jail
seemed a grim place. We sat in Jawahar's cell
which was bare and scantily furnished with an iron
bed, a table and a chair. Some books were scatter-
ed about and in one corner there was a spinning
wheel. It was a dull gloomy day, very cold and windy
and the cell looked dreary and cheerless. Though
Jawahar greeted us with his usual bright smile he
looked thin and unwell. Kamala and I were used
to such visits and to seeing our dear ones under
varying conditions. To Raja it was all very new
and he was rather staggered by the whole place.
Throughout the interview he sat rather quietly
whilst Kamala and I did all the talking. When we
returned home, he went straight to his room with-
out saying a word to anyone. Sometime later when
he did not return I went to see what had happened.
I found him lying on his bed feeling and looking
utterly miserable. Since then Raja has had many
interviews with Jawahar in jail but it still makes
him a little sad and depressed each time he visits a
prison. Seeing dear ones behind prison bars year in
and year out is not pleasant. It inevitably leaves
one a little sad and sometimes a little hungry for
the companionship of those we may not meet. And
yet it does not make us feel helpless or dejected but
only more determined to carry on our struggle. To-
day Raja is himself in jail^with thousands of com-
rades and we have not seen each other for over a
year. Sometimes when I am overcome by loneliness
and longing for Raja and he guesses it from the
tone of my letters, he chides me for it and always
makes me a little ashamed of showing my weakness.